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	The other side

The Night fury tank idea, Ghost Smitov and the other tank crew belong to The Comrade.

I do not own anything other than my tank idea and crew.

_Italic is German_

(Brackets are translation)

**Bold is writing**

**Date: March 12th 1945**

**Germany, Wünsdorf, Maybach I**

**Hauptmann Bannruod 'Der Kammerjäger' Jäger **

**Commander of PzKpfw VIII 'Weihnachten Dämon Katze'**

**This long and bloody war seems to have no purpose other than to tear families apart and give rulers the chance to expand their empire. The bullshit propaganda, that 'inspired' me to join the Wehrmacht, about the Jews, handicapped people and other 'undesirables' no longer seems true. As I sit here in my dugout writing this journal I look out over the troops sitting down. The happiness of the 1940 success is long gone, as are most of those men's friends. Soon the Allies will arrive and attack. But now...we have nothing to do. A soldier without war is like a baker without flour or a farmer without a farm. I no longer believe in or follow the Reich or it's leader. I now fight for the fatherland and I will fight as long as I can.**

"_Zu deiner Rechten! Zehn Uhr!_"

(On your right! ten o'clock!)

the tank commander shouts as an american Perishing tank rolls up the street firing.

A huge German tank turret rotates towards the Perishing tank with a loud mechanical whir and the clanking of gears. The Perishing falters about 500 meters away as the turret locks on its target with a metallic thud. The Sherman behind the perishing skids to a halt behind the Perishing. It begins to back up but it is too late for the tank.

A muffled "128mm, Feuer, Feuer!"

(128mm, fire, fire!)

is barely heard through the Maus armor before a loud "BANG!" deafens surrounding men as the cannon sends a 28kg shell straight into the Perishing tank. The solid shell does not seem to slow as it blows out the engine block and straight through the Sherman before slamming into the ground sending brick flying everywhere. The crews of the tanks jump out before the Perishing's ammo lights up and blows the turret clean off into a building and shrapnel shreds nearby soldiers.

A crewman shouts

"_Raketenwerfer!_"

(rocket launcher!)

and suddenly the top hatch bursts open. The crewman grabs the trigger of the MG 151/20 auto-cannon and blows the AT man's head into pieces before he turns the gun on a half-track and starts blowing holes in it's engine block.

The commander spots a Jackson tank destroyer aiming at them from behind the cover of a fallen building

"_Drehe nach rechts! vierzig Grad! Feuer frei!_"

(Rotate right! forty degrees! Fire at will!)

The cannon and turret rotate towards the new target as the american tank fires.

The 90mm shell hit the 20cm thick frontal armor dead on and bounced off with a loud ping.

"_Dummer Amerikaner! Dieser Panzer ist nicht aufzuhalten!_"

(Stupid american! This tank is unstoppable!)

the gunner mocked as he fired the cannon.

The shell tore though the concrete in front of the Jackson before punching a hole into it's armor and exploding the ammo.

The gun blew out of the mantlet, impaling a soldier, as the pressure escaped out the open topped turret.

"RETREAT! FALL BACK!" the American commander yelled as the remains of his forces run away.

"_Das ist richtig! Lauf weg du amerikanische Feiglinge! Führen Sie nach Hause zu Mama!_"

(That's right! Run away you american cowards! Run home to mummy!)

the top gunner yells at the retreating Americans.

Inside the tank the commander sighs in relief. They have survived another day.

** Date: March 14th 1945**

**Germany, Wünsdorf, Maybach I**

**Hauptmann Bannruod 'Der Kammerjäger' Jäger **

**Commander of PzKpfw VIII 'Weihnachten Dämon Katze'**

**We have survived another assault. Our forces grow in number as retreating German soldiers join our defensive line.**

**The engineers managed to rebuild our anti-tank and anti-infantry defenses. They also managed to rig up improvised anti-tank mines by placing a schu-mine on a 250 to 500 pound bomb. I don't think we could have survived without the engineers. In the down time between raids the crew and I work on the Maus. We salvage ammo, fuel, parts and scrap from dead tanks. We weld extra plating onto the hull of the tank, well most of us. The driver insists on welding spikes onto the front and sides of 'Katze'. I still remember how she got her name. March 1944, the crew and I were drinking in some pub near Kummersdorf. Our part Icelandic loader was telling us about a legendary huge cat that killed and ate anyone who did not receive clothes for Christmas. Afterwards he said he thought it was total bullshit to get people to harvest cotton faster but the name stuck in our heads. Our spies were sent out to recon the American positions earlier today. Hopefully they have good news. We sure as hell need some now.**

The German spies lay prone in a building overlooking the American camp. They had covered their clothes and face with powdered brick and were next to impossible to make out from the camp. The leader took out his binoculars and settled in to watch.

What looked like a modified tiger 2 pulled up alongside the command tent. A crewman and commander hopped out of the tank and headed over to the tent and an aide walked up to greet them "Commander Haddock! Lieutenant Smitov! The Major has been waiting and may I say it is an Honour to meet you in person!". "Of course it is. Now, where is the major?" The skinny commander asked. "Right this way sir." the aide replied and lead them into the tent.

The trio walked to a certain room. "Here you are sirs go right ahead." the Aide said before leaving. As the two men walked into the room the major spotted them "Ah Haddock! Smitov! Please take a seat!" the major said and waved to two seats around a sand table of the German defenses. "So why have you called for our assistance?" Ghost asked as he took a seat. "Well boys I asked you here because we have a problem. a drink?" the major said pouring a glass of bourbon. "Sure" the tank men replied. "So what kind of problem is it that you need us to handle it?" Hiccup asked as he took the glass. "Well, it's a tank problem" the major answered. "You see..." "Why not just use your tanks then, why us? What is so hard about that?" an annoyed Ghost butted in. "I was getting to that." the major replied reaching into a trunk before pulling out a folder marked classified. "It is a panzer." he said placing the folder on the table. "What type? five, six?" Hiccup asked. "eight" the major replied. "There is no eight! Why bring us here for an imaginary tank?! why waste our time?!" Ghost snapped at him. "There is now and this is no waste of time" the major responded as he flipped the folder open and passed photos to the two men.

The tank in the photos was big and shaped like a sloped box. "What the fuck is this?" Ghost said, shocked. "What dimensions do we have on it?" hiccup asked, also shocked. "At least ten meters long, nearly four meters wide and almost as tall. A primary 128mm gun a possible short barrel 75 co-ax and a 20mm anti-aircraft cannon on the top. we don't know how thick it is but a 90mm can barely scratch it." the major replied, almost too casually. "And you expect us to fight this thing?!" Ghost almost yelled. "Your tank is the only one that can outlast a 128mm shot and we need your experience." the major said. "What kind of backup do we have?" Hiccup asked. "About four Perishings, a squad of Jacksons, twenty shermans, and a heap of infantry, anti-tank, and artillery. We also have the Brits attacking with a squad of Churchill tanks, some Sherman tulips, three comet tanks, their infantry and artillery and a black prince." he replied. "Well what do they have?" Ghost asked. "Approximately fifteen to twenty five panzer fours, a squad or two of panthers, four tiger ones, two to three tiger twos, four jag-panthers, a jag-tiger or two, a sturmtiger, a couple of hummels, some artillery, hundreds of men, some anti-tank guns, and the 'Dämon Katze'. So are you in? We really need your help." the major asked, almost pleading. "who commands the panzer eight?" hiccup asked, thinking it over in his head. " A Captain called Bannruod Jäger. Nicknamed 'Der Kammerjäger'. Sixty to eighty confirmed armor kills." "So what do you need us to do?" "Spearhead the assault." "We're in."

As the tank crew walked back out to the tank the spy's withdrew. They had what they needed.

20 minutes into the battle and the losses on both sides were huge. The night fury turned a corner and was met with the panzer 8.

"Shit it's bigger than I thought. Fire at them!" Hiccup yelled as they looked at the tank.

"_Das ist also die Nacht Wut. Nicht sehr beeindruckend. Feuer die Kanonen die sie stopfen voller Geschwindigkeit._"

(So this is the Night fury. Not very impressive. Fire both cannons then ram them full speed.)

Bannruod ordered as the spike covered tank revved it's engines.

Both tanks began firing at each other. The night fury's 88mm only halfway piercing the armor while the 128mm and 75mm from the panzer 8 were embedding themselves into the other tank's titanium/tungsten armor. While the night fury stood it's ground 188 tonnes was barreling towards it. The two tanks met head on. The spikes from the panzer 8 locking the night fury to it's hull. At that speed the night fury's gun smashed into the panzer 8 turret jamming it and it's gun. the panzer 8 did not stop however and smashed the night fury through multiple buildings breaking the engine. then it twisted it's body pulling away from the night fury and ripping the gun out of the mantlet and bashed into a tank trap ripping the tracks off. Both tanks were disabled.

Bannruod poked his head out of the turret and saw the aftermath of the battle. While the Night Fury had held his tanks attention the allied forces had captured the bunker. With no tank and no support what he and his crew did next shocked the crew of the Night fury who were currently exiting their tank.

Years of fighting the fanatical Waffen SS had conditioned the crew of the night fury into believing the Germans never surrendered. After they had left their tank they looked over and saw a sight that shocked them. The German tank crew was already out of the tank, leaning on it, drinking and smoking. Grabbing their weapons the Night fury crew headed over, expecting to be met with guns not a bottle of champagne.

"_Was machen Sie da Nazi?_"

(what are you doing Nazi?)

Hiccup asked as he grabbed the bottle.

"Surrendering. I thought it was quite obvious." The commander said as he took another swig of his bottle. "Nazis surrender?" Ghost wondered aloud. "The only ones that don't are the fanatics like the SS." The commander answered. "Hauptmann Bannruod Jäger at your service." He continued holding out his hand. "Hiccup horrendous haddock the third." Hiccup replied shaking his hand. "So what brought you here?"


End file.
